POSTSCRIPT
and personal experience of Germany in recent years could have
doubted It. If you could look into the files of the Foreign Office
and of newspaper offices, you would find exact forecasts by the
score of what has happened.
But the men who have been the leaders of England in this time,
unwise in their degeneration, seem determined to get you into
those besnouted masks and line you up for the Gadarene Gallop.
You are now witnessing the far-retching consequences of The
Policy of Abasement — sorry, that's a slip, I am transcribing these
notes from shorthand and the outlines for Appeasement and
Abasement are very much alike.
But that is by the way; I was talking about my birthday. As
March nth approached, and from the tingling of my political
skin I knew that another major crisis was at hand, I became
anxious about my birthday celebration and wondered irritably
whether somebody had told Hitler about the Ides of March and
he had developed an obsession about this particular season of the
year. I was determined not to be cheated of my birthday a second
time, and at last, feeling that the sands, if you have not heard
this one, were running out, I decided to anticipate it and to hold
the feast on Monday, March 6th, which, in the light of events,
I think was pretty close budgeting.
So in my hotel bedroom in Prague on that Monday I recon-
structed my little festival of March nth, 1938, in Vienna. If I
waited, I thought, I might be too late, and the rush of German
armies might cut short the hour I wanted for myself. I had, once
more, the great cake, with one more candle this year, the circlet of
flowers, the tulips, and the bottle of champagne, from which,
on the last stroke of midnight, I drank to absent friends, and then
I sat and thought of the year that had passed and of all the things
that had happened during it. That hour, at all events, I had in
peace, but I had to take time by the forelock to achieve it.
For on Saturday, March nth, I knew at last the answer to
the question I had been asking myself ever since March nth,
1938, 'Where shall I be at the end of the coming year?5, and to all
the other questions I had asked. I was in the train bound for
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